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The shadows of his kind and loving eyes 

Still gaze at us from iridescent screens 

Adrift upon the fickle sea of mind — 

It quivers with the impact of the rain 

Of heavy tears we cry in joy and grief 

When looking at his faded countenance, 

And then achieves composure yet again, 

But in its vast and troubled swirling depths, 

The bitter sweetness of the salty drops 

Remain, although diffused, and feed the life 

That lives on that which comes from high above — 
And at the surface, in the mist, our screams 
Reverberate like fog horns through the dark; 
“He is no more! He is no more! He died from us!” 
And yet, he is out there, out there, in here! 

Dear Sagan lives, but how, we do not know, 

We only know his life has made this world 

Come more alive and closer to its self, 


And that his bold ideas, inscribed in gold 

Have left the realm in which our pale blue dot 
Must turn about the furnace of the sun, 

Until engulfed by that which gave it life — 

The soundtracks on the golden record discs 
Have found the vast and empty space outside, 
Where nothing but the dark unseen resides, 
And all the pulsing, burning, twinkling stars 
Are but a million tiny specks of light — 

And now, the twin explorers face the task 

Of bringing mankind’s message to a place 
Where someone that can think like us can make 
Some sense of all those symbols and those signs 
Assembled by the sages of Cornell — 

The laughter and the wit of Sagan’s soul 

Could well outlive both human kind and Earth, 
But the spirit will outlive it all, 

For human spirit is not of the soil, 

But that which made the soil come into light, 
And of all human spirits, Sagan were 


Perhaps the finest kind that there can be 
While human spirits sojourn on this plane; 
There were more depth in his agnostic views 
And greater love for all that is and lives 

Than most religious zealots ever grow; 

His wisdom was condensed in this one line: 
“Through us, the cosmos gets to know itself.” 


He realized that we bring something new 

Into the world of matter; space and time, 

And then into the hidden realm beyond; 
There are no other sentient forms like us 
Upon the dot where countless wonders grow — 
Only we can make the world exist 

If by existence we infer the state 

Of being known and deeply understood 

By something on the level of the Earth — 

And after many lives, we merge with God 
And give the essence of ourselves and all 

That we have learned and gathered while alive 
Upon the many planes that we have walked, 
To that from whence we in the past once came — 
We do not die, no more than does the spark 
That, having swiftly shot into the air 
Descends into the flame from whence it came. 
Imagine, what a day that day will be — 

If you rather give away than take, 

And if you love the High Exalted more 

Than any of the flames within yourself — 

And if you ever come that far, you do. 


But no one will have more to give than Carl, 

I so believe when looking at his eyes — 

It seems unlikely that a soul could be 

More fully grown than his when leaving Earth, 
And if he spends his time in other realms 

As wisely as he spent his life down here 

He should be well prepared for Love indeed. 


The beauty of his mind surpassed the stars; 

The dreams he had, the splendid works he wrought, 
The courage that he showed when faced with scorn, 
The love he gave, and through his sermons bred, 
His visions of a cosmos full of life — 

He steeped the banal world in splendid awe, 

He braved the ones who thought he had gone mad, 


He reached for higher things than most today, 
And as an author told us long ago, 

The ones who try to grasp the higher things 
Will land in starlit places high above. 


O Sagan! Distant star upon the sky 

At which the mind keeps gazing with alarm, 
But also with a sense of soaring faith — 

We should not be surprised that nothing here 
In human lands does ever really change — 
Perfection for society at large 

Will never be attained upon this plane 

For those who reach your stature must move on 
And neophytes are always moving in. 


But the trail you left is still ablaze — 
We vow to keep it open and return, 
And always keep it burning in our hearts. 


